World Cup of Polocrosse – Morgan Park – Queensland – Australia

As I saw the event as a Horse Donor and Volunteer.

Thanks to Dawn, Dave, Greg, Hamish(Popeye), Guy, Jason, Martin, Shelley, Sarah, Deb, Lucy, and supporters/parents and friends, that made me feel like I was part of the team.

Sunday   Final - UK vs. Australia.

What a huge day for UK polocrosse and these 8 players.   It’s a sunny day, perfect for polocrosse, but we are the last game for the day.   For me the day started as normal.   6 am picking up horse -----, fresh water, feeding horses.   The Barmy Army helpers arrive shortly after 6 to take the ponies out for their morning walk and pick.   These people had been great all week.   We are all talking of the tremendous victory over NZ.   This done, a bit of time to our selves until 11 when again the horses are taken for another pick and walk, this time by team members.   They all seem relaxed.

1.30 p.m. it all starts.   The music is on.   Guy’s got that look in his eyes again.   Cigarettes must have been cheap because those who smoke and didn’t smoke were chewing them like lollies.

The game started at 2.30pm with all the hype of a grand final.   Music over the PA and the like.  The ground is absolutely packed.   I really don’t know but I guess maybe 8000 people in the stands watching this clash between Australia and UK.

The girls are fierce in the opening chukka, but the ball didn’t seem to bounce their way, and the guys suffered a similar fate.    The Aussies slipped away to a fair lead.  The UK couldn’t close this gap during the 3rd, 4th, 5th or 6th chukkas and in the final two chukkas the Aussies opened up a bit more of a gap.   I suspected that with the lead that horses may be abused and players take cheap shots.   There was none of this, just devoted polocrosse players trying their hardest for their country and chosen sport.

All players can hold their heads high.

We, the UK had finished 2nd in the World Cup 2007.

Other compliments to Guy and Martin, who both rode Hydrance during games.   For some reason, Hamish who had said in the early days he liked Hydrance couldn’t get a game on Hydrance.   Maybe because Guy and Martin are bigger.   Hydrance gets the award for Best Men’s Australian Stock Horse for the week.   Well done Guy and Martin, a compliment to your riding ability.   This if followed up by Guy obtaining a individual award for his polocrosse skill during the week.

All the horses pulled up well after the final and all the owners were very happy with the way you UK people treated the horses.

Now we go back to the start, if you want to read my account of the event.

Well it all started with a 2 day 1400 km drive transporting four horses for the World Cup Pool, a week before the event commenced.   Upon arrival two horses had been allocated to two separate pools and the other two horses were in the reserve pool.

A day of mucking out boxes and feeding horses.

Tuesday saw the draw to see which teams were allocated which pool of horses, and these pools of horses were allocated a horse co coordinator and team of volunteers.

We were allocated United Kingdom, 7th place last World Cup.

I was with Christine FRANKLIN,(Horse co coordinator) together with Zoë, Emma, Jill, Chris and Jim.   I didn’t know any of these people before the event.    Our pool of 12 horses consisted of four Victorian horses that I could find information of, if requested by the UK team.

Tuesday to Sunday saw each of the World Cup teams riding their pool of horses for only one hour. 

To me it seemed that the members of the UK team were quite capable horse people and were treating the horses with respect, trying to find out where all the buttons were.   The UK ball skills on the horses seemed quite slick during practice, with an emphasis to pass the ball to the 1 in center field, a tactic not often used in Australia.

I had watched the Zims and SA practice and again they seemed to pass the ball to the 1 in center field, however both these teams were big on these over hand passes.   All the teams seemed well mounted.

Having observed all teams practice I was gaining some knowledge.   So this leads to a wager between Shelley and the girls and myself, a forty plus Aussie bloke.   If the UK makes the finals, I’ll wear a Union Jack G string.  Pretty safe bet I thought, but if it fires up the team and makes a better World Cup I’m prepared to embarrass myself.

Monday   Game 1   UK vs. ZIMBABWE 

UK girls show me that they can play, with Shelley in control up the front with Sarah in the middle and Debbie out the back.

UK guys couldn’t get a ball to bounce there way at all in the first two chukkas until the captain decides to summersault his horse to the ground and get ejected out the front.  This caused an adjustment to the guys line up.   The girls’ come back out, where a couple of the Zims collide.   One to hospital and one sent off.   The girls capitalize and then the guys come out and play for a chukka and the UK wins.

If you get a chance to view the DVD of this game do it, what an inspiration and example of never give up.

The horse that fell, Molly, was back in her yard after the game.   I wondered why the UK team didn’t get the horse vetted out and try their luck out of the pool for another horse that hadn’t been involved in a fall.

Tuesday Game 2 UK vs. AUSTRALIA

This was a game I thought the Aussies would just cruise through.   Well, they did win it, but the UK girls seemed to get under the skin of the Aussie girls.   Molly was rested for this game.   The guys came out and had a crack at the Aussie men, but there didn’t seem to be that fire that was there the day earlier.   Martin on Hydrance did a sterling job in defense.

Wednesday    Rest Day.

The team hacked their ponies around for only ¾ of an hour at best.   Molly was led.   Hydrance started a bit sore but came good.   Again I thought to myself why they didn’t try and have Molly and Hydrance vetted out.   What is this horsing around in front of the boxes.   Lucy on all fours neighing and kicking her legs up.   Puffying out her cheeks, stands up arms out rotund.   A chorus from the other girls,  Naughty Torny.

Thursday    Game 3   UK vs. USA

By all accounts I thought this was a game, we the UK should have bolted in.  It wasn’t to be.  The girls were again rock solid.   The guys fluffed around chasing the ball, as it wasn’t coming their way at all until the last chukka, when they put it together and resulted in win.  Molly still on the sidelines not saddled, not ridden. (Had the UK team pulled the right rein in not vetting out Molly?)    Patriot, ridden by Sarah in defense had been fantastic all week, cops a hit the eye and goes to the vet.   Again the UK team doesn’t have the horse vetted out and try and nurse the horse back to health.

That was it; we had won two games and were through to the last four.   Hang on; if Zimbabwe beat Australia, we the UK were out.   So there was the UK team cheering for the Aussies.   What a turn up that was.   The Aussies won.   We the UK had achieved what the team desired, to reach the final four.   

Friday    Rest Day

Quiet hack around again.   Molly gets ridden for the first time and is full of beans.   A vet check doesn’t provide the all clear yet, with her having to report again on Saturday.    Patriot’s eye still isn’t right.   To see the vet Saturday.

Saturday   Semi Final   UK vs. New Zealand

Molly passes vet check.  Hydrance fine.   Patriot out, new horse into the pool.

Now this was a big game. UK to beat NZ, unlikely.   Shane HILL playing for NZ had been brilliant all week and controlled everything and their girls had been fierce.   Here was little old Aussie me, thinking the UK girls would probably hold their own, but the men need to lift to be competitive let alone beat the NZ men.

It’s wet.   The ground is cutting up.   It’s light rain – just a normal Pommy summers day.

Well this game starts and true to form the girls fire, and I got sick of the announcer talking about Shelley KING throwing goals, Debbie HARISS out the back stopping another goal, let alone Sarah SIMKIN’s work in center field.   

The UK guys come out and it is game on.   The boys are focused.   Guy’s stare enough for me.   If I was the umpire I would’ve just to given the ball to Guy.   The captain leads on Molly and throws a few goals.  Guy, Martin and Hamish all contribute fantastically.   The ball seemed to be on a UK string.   The boys were great.   The determination shown by all players and the teams call to retain and nurture horses paid dividends.   They won a game everyone had penciled in a NZ victory.   Full credit to Sarah for getting a great game out of the new grey horse in the pool.

To quote a famous Aussie, do yourself a favour and get the DVD of this game.

What a happy team we were after that victory.   We the UK have made the World Cup final.   We were 7th four years ago.

A voice, full of cheekiness says, ‘remember our bet.’   I did.   I was hoping those girls hadn’t, but they had.   My mind goes to panic, but then relaxes.   We are in Warwick, population of about 10,000.   It’s Saturday afternoon, all the shops are closed and the chances of a shop stocking a G string let alone a Union Jack item is slim.

Monday, after.

We all go home.   I call into Warwick Motor Inn alas the team has departed.   I speak with the staff there and they could not speak high enough and praise all of you and your behavior whilst staying with them.

On the way home I stop at Dubbo for the night, and guess who stops there with me?   Troy Henry.   We have a chat about the week.   He admits to being shocked at the standard to which the UK played during the finals and thinks that had the ball bounced a bit differently the game would have been much closer.   He didn’t concede a UK victory.   Troy had praise for you Jason up the front and both Martin and Guy out the back.

Troy was taking Molly home Jason, and says now that the fall you had on Molly was nothing to worry about as she, Molly, is too much of a bitch to die from a fall.

SUMMARY:

What a great experience it has been a volunteer with the UK team/pool.   I had a ball.   My wife Gena and daughter Melissa was made to feel most welcome by all of you.

Looking forward to 2011 World Cup in UK.   We will be there.   Pencil myself and Melissa in as your first two volunteers.

Cheers and congratulations on your efforts and thanks.

Jeffrey KYNE

